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THE HIVE. 


BY WILL HONEYCOMB. 





Qualis afies estate nova fier florea rura 
Exercet sub sole labor 








cum liguentia mella 
Stifiant, et dulci distendunt nectare cellas.—ViRGIiL. 


Our labour such, as when, from flow’r to flow’r, 
The Bex, in new-born summer’s shining hour, 
The toil-sought essence sips, on busy wings, 

And to the u1ve her nect’rous treasure brings. 


a 
no. 7. | TUESDAY, JULY 24, 1810. [ VoL. 1. 
ee ee ees 


TO SUBSCRIBERS. 

Ir is with much pleasure, that we are enabled once more to 
greet our subscribers from our post in “the Hive.” Events, 
whose approach was unforeseen and whose consequences were 
uncontrollable, have prevented, till this day, the appearance of 
the seventh number. Instead, therefore, of detailing the causes 
of its suspension, we will assure our friends, the interval has 
been used to place the Hive on a basis, less liable to be affected 
by the little revolutions in the little affairs of man. But this is 
not all. So fastidious is the public taste, that a literary periodi- 
cal work must breathe with the very soul of talents; must 
burn with genius; must be so etherealized as to be all mind, or 
it is by no means tolerable: and who does not know there is 
necessarily Jody in Honey-comb? We have, therefore, been 
industrious in bringing into-real operation the aid we have long 
promised ourselves. This aid, we know, is not small in degree, 
and we believe, is not brief in duration. The hope is not cheme- 
rical, that we entertain, of affording, conjointly, some amusement 
and instruction. The paths of science must all have been 
trodden ; its mazes must have been traced, and its mysterious 
retreats been diligently sought, before any man or body of men 
should dare to volunteer as a guide to his followers, or asa 
purveyor to his equals. While speaking of our coadjutors, 
therefore, we will say that their youth has not been cloistered in 
vain within the wails of an university. Their health and vigour 
did not evaporate over the midnight lamp without receiving a 
valuable equivalent. We do not indeed expect to convert science 
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into gold, or literature into “ elexir vitae,” unless we should 
fortunately encounter the sempiternal saint Leon some where on 
our wayward course. We are not such novices in the literary 
world as to write with the hope of a return either in food or 
raiment, or wherewithal to buy them. Nor do we write for 
fame. Woe to such a hope. But—out, thou wonderous secret !— 
we write to please ourselves. If by the help of the pen we can 
cheat bodily pain of one pang, or mental distress of one item in 
its sad account; if wings can be added to one ungracious hour, 
or swiftness to one troubled minute, the quill, we will think, shall 
not have been misemployed. 

With these brilliant prospects of a golden harvest, and with 
brows swelling even to distraction, for a laurel to bind them, we 
re-commence our labours of glory. Indeed we are just now so 
full of this sort of inspiration, that, but for an unlucky lack of a 
supper, we should have accounted ourselves immortal. ‘“ The 
Hive,” therefore, although “it fell through our fingers like a hot 
potatoe,” we have at length picked,up again and placed before us, 
with an invitation to the public to “ cut and come again.” 

WILL HONEYCOMB. 
ADVICE. 

The following fine sentiments, on the nature of our little work, 
are from the pen of a lady, who would not forgive us, if we 
were to call names. We take this method of replying, that she 
has tempted us to err wilfully again, merely for the sake of being 
the subject of such elegant advice. ‘ The scantiness of your 
pages is an objection with some, as they cannot suppose that 
much either of the fniscellaneous or the narrative can be com- 
prised in so small a compass. But this may operate as an in- 
ducement to make your productions laconic and caustic ; and to 

hew how much mind may beam ona humble face. If the mis- 
anthrope (which Is in itself a good picture) frowns on one side, 
the philanthropist should smile on the other: if the “ solitaire”’ 
weeps in the retired shade, the sportive circle of mirth, and wit, 
and love, should dance on the neighbouring heath.” 


FOR THE HIVE. 


To a solitary rose found ina forest. 
Sweet rose! I found thee in a forest wild ; 
And, ah, I pluck’d thee in thy morning bloom: 
And now thy fragrance, once so sweetly mild, 
And blushing folds, shall wither ere thy noon, 
And leave a parent stock to mourn her fallen child. 
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Hy The red bird of the waste, will find thee gone: 
And chant thy requiem, from the drooping thorn ; 
For when the dew-drops on thy bosom shone, 
He hail’d thee, blushing to the rising morn, 
And joy’d to breathe thy fragrant breath alone. 4 
FLORIAN. é 
FOR THE HIVE. 
The beast, that browzes the heath, may in a short time become 
a constituent part of a king’s sovereign paunch: that, which is 
now the head,of *“ Napoleon, emperor of the Gauls, king of the 
Romans, &c. &c.”? may in a few seasons become a fine green 
pumpkin on some of the blood-fattened fields of Europe. 
nascique vocatur, ; 
— Incipere esse aliud, quam quod fuit ante; morique af 
Desinere illud idem, \ iF 


VARIETY. 





The brain is the instrument, upon which the musician, mind, | 
performs her harmony of thought; if the instrument be defec- | q 
tive, in vain will she try to produce the notes of reason. 

The foundation of the social compact is the physical and moral | 
inequality of man. 

There were, and perhaps still exist, in some parts of Europe, 
certain privileges attached to the church, which evince the pros- 
titution, to which monkish priestcraft had reduced the sacredness 
of our holy region. I allude to the right of sanctuary, which was 
inherent in the church, and which gave to it the power of pro- 
tecting from civil power, thieves, felons, and even murderers, 
when they could come within the pale of its influence. 


E. 





STANZAS. 


FOR THE HIVE. 


Seemann 


The god of the dawn, with his train of swift hours, 
That soon steal away life to its close ; 

And the music of nature, the song of the bowers, 
Whose breezy notes banish repose. 





em 
~ 


And the Heavens, array’d in the mildness of love ; 
And the ocean’s untroubled domain : 

All invited my step, oft accustom’d to rové, i % 

To greet the new day on the plain. '< 
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Contemplative fancy awoke, in my mind, 
The remembrance of joy’s transient gleam, 
Which leaves no impression of pleasure behind, 
More than morning retains of a dream ! 


Vain man! cease to cherish the pride of false power ! 
O’er thy actions let wisdo#h preside ! 

For know the transactions of one cruel hour, 
May o’erwhelm you in misery’s tide! 


In youth with each motive of happiness blest, 
Wath health, wealth, and love I was crown’d ; 
No passion of joy sought repose in my breast 


But a ready acceptance it found. 


Each thought, that would bud in my feverish brain, 
Every hope, that arose in my soul, 

Unconscious of sorrow, a stranger to pain, 
I never once wish’d to controul. 


But misfortune, uwnerring as time in its course, 
Pursued me at length in my way, 

I strove to evade, but o’er power’d by its force, 
To its fury I yielded, a prey. 


The wrinkles of time now appear on my brow, 
Old age all decrepit comes on ; 

The frowns of misfortune will soon lay me low! 
All my visions of greatness are gone! 


So strange is the doom of miraculous man ! 
Thus quickly his pleasures depart! 

And nothing is left by affliction’s dread plan, 
But the canker, which gnaws on his heart ! 


Thus the deauties of nature are wrafi’d in decay ? 
Thus the roses of happiness fade ? 

And nature thus yields to time’s merciless sway, 
Which envelopes all earth in its shade ! 


But virtue, eternal as Heaven above, 
In Heaven her refuge shall find ; 

Forever exist in elysiums of love, 
With laurels of glory entwin’d! 
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Then virtue pursue, O ye children of earth! 
’Tis the pilot o’er life’s stormy sea ; 
’*T will conduct you to Him, who gave every thing birth 
- And as lasting as He, shall it-be ! 
THADDEUS. 


LITERARY NOTIONS.—-ror THE HIVE. 

It is much the same thing to a critic, for one to speak irre- 
verently of his favourite author, that it is to a christian for an un- 
believer to attack his faith. That Homer has a host of admi- 
ers, whose pens, like the swords of knights errant in defence of 
their mistresses, would leap forth to his support, I am well 
aware. But let me not be misconstrued. I de/ieve (in the lan- 
guage of the creed of the critics) that the Iliad and Odyssy of 
Homer are first on the records of everlasting fame, as epic 
poems: I believe that he was a man of uncommon poetical ta- 
lents: I delieve that he possessed a fine taste for poetry, &c. and 
an acute perception of its beauties: J delieve that he was well 
versed in the mythology of his times, whether of Chaldean, 
Egyptian, Grecian, or Trojan origin : J believe that he had a very 
accurate knowledge of human nature, and that he was a thorough 
master of the philosophy, and literature of his own and preceed- 
ing ages: but now comes an infidel belicf.—ZI believe that the 
excellence of his poems is owing more to the peculiar circum- 
stances, under which they were written, than to his possession 
of any superlative degree of genius. Had Milton, Pope, Vol- 
taire, Tasso, Ariosto, or even Camoens, or Alonzo d’ Ercilla, 
“the glory of Spain,” lived in Homer’s time, and possessed his 
advantages, either of them would have been hailed at this day the 
“ father of epic poetry.” The fact is, Homer was the first in 
the field. His conceptions were fine : but they are such as would 
have occurred to any great mind : his ideas are logical and sub- 
lime, but the same zature, that suggested them to him, would 
have presented them in the same light to others. He is said to 
excel all others in “invention.” But this is because he appro- 
priated those images and similitudes, which had before lain 
waste, as it were, but which a Pope, or any other poet of equal 
celebrity, would have adopted under similar circumstances. 
What were the rules for epic poetry before he wrote? It would 
puzzle even Aristotle to name them. Homer sung his own 
ideas in his own way, and this is what Aristotle calls singing 
correctly. Like Milton, he possessed a great genius, and being 
first on the ground, he swept it with a masterly hand. I do 
think Homer a great poet, but I think twenty of his successors 
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might be named, who would have,acquired equal fame, at his 
age and in his place. So much for his “ invention.” The majesty 
and strength, and harmony of his numbers may be spoken of at 
another time. : 

ATTICUS, 


MEDITATIONS.—-ror THE HIVE. 
*“’'Tis watchful Providence secures 
Through-every change both mine and yours: 
Death is as near ’neath suny skies, 

As when the thunders tempests rise : 
An earthguake may be bid to sfare 
The man that’s strangled with a hair.” 

The tenure of life, is held at the will of a Being, whose mea- 
sures, always dictated by justice and a merciful forbearance to- 
wards us, are ever ordered for the best interests of his creation. 
Our life, held in his hand, can never be wrested from it; but 
when He wills, it must cease. A breeze, a sun-beam; the veri- 
est mite in creation, may be commissioned to deprive us of it, 
and the mission of that is as effectually executed, as if a tornado, 
or an earthquake had been chosen for the purpose. I have 
been led into these reflections by the terror which I have known 
thunder storms occasion. Instead of viewing a thunder storm 
as sent by a merciful Providence to purify the air, without which 
death would be multiplied in a thousand shapes, they look upon 
it, as the near approach of their Maker, dress’d in terror, arm’d 
with destruction, and intent on vengeance. A person, who is 

_ thus frightened out of his senses, must either be very igno- 
rant of the causes and consequences of lightning, or must be 
very much disturbed by a wounded conscience. In the first 
instance fear is the dictate of ignorance, in the second, that of 
guilt. Sunshine and storm are the same tome. A sky illumi- 
nated with the corruscations of burning sulphur, or brightened by 
the steady light of the sun, are to me equally pleasing spectacles. 
They both fill me with pleasant emotions. In the first. instance, 
the Heavens are in commotion, not to destroy, but preserve us. 
In the latter, although calm and serene, there is as much danger, 
as much safety. The goodness of Gop is as conspicuous in 
storm, as in sunshine ; his protecting hand guides the one, as he 
causes the other. He rides on the wings of the wind. The 
clouds are his chariots: he comes to us on the softest breezes: 
the atmosphere is his abode. ° 

When I see people fly to their closets of devotion at theappear- 
ance of athunder gust, who, on ordinary occasions exhibit no 
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very striking symptoms of prayer or praise, I cannot help 
thinking, they are more than ordinarily wicked. They seem by 
their conduct, to tell me, that they never expect to reach Hea- 
ven, either by their own good works, or through the mercy of 
God; but that they expected Diety was shrouding himself in ter- 
ror on purpose to frighten them there. Now I will venture to 
suggest, that it is very possible they may miss of Heaven at 
last ; that in some fit of this frightful devotion, instead of find- 
ing themselves lodged safely in that place, where virtue and 
piety are to be rewarded, they may unexpectedly drop into a 
very different region. Indeed I cannot speak very comfortable 
words to those, who expect to be saved by the occasional appear- 
ance of their Maker as a bug~-bear. 
A PREACHER OF OTHER TIMES. 





“« ANACREON MOORE.”—ror THE AIVE. 

The poetry of “ Anacreon Moore’ is like the pleasures of 
sense ; and like them, to preserve its relish, should be sparingly 
used. The pleasures he celebrates are ever the same ; which 
necessarily breeds a uniformity of sentiment and diction in his 
lines. We may revel in the following lines, as on the charms 
of beauty, but we should not revel too oft, lest they pall upon the 
sense. I amno votary of Venus, but I love the poetry she 
inspires. 


JULIA’S KISS. 


When infant bliss in roses slept, 

Cupid upon his slumbers crept, 

And, while a balmy sigh he stole, 
Exhaling from the infant’s soul, 

He, smiling, said, “ with this, with this, 
]’ll scent my Julia’s burning kiss !”’ 


Nay, more, he stole to Venus’ bed, 

Ere yet the sanguine flush had fled, 
Which love’s divinest dearest flame 

Had kindled through her panting frame ; 
(Her soul still dwelt on mem’ry’s themes, 
Still floated in voluptuous dreams, 

And ev’ry joy she felt before, 

In slumber now was acting o’er,) 

From her ripe lips, which seem’d to thrill, 
As in the war of kisses still, 
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And am’rous to each other clung, 

He stole the dew that trembling hung ; 
And, smiling, said, “‘ with this, with this, 
«I'll scent my Julia’s burning kiss !” 





TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

** Florian,” is a kindred soul. It is with such company, that 
we delight to tread the paths of science, .and to stroll in the 
haunts of the muses. We have listened to his song before : let 
us hear him again. 

“ Ey’ will accept our thanks, for his Variety, *” and do us the 


> 


favor to continue it. He will, however, obterfe- we havé Gor T 


rected the collocation of his Latin. Quotations of this kind should 
be given as they were written. We should be gratified with 
his constant aid. 

“‘ Thaddeus,” will excuse us for having compress’d his four 
first stanzas into two. A want of room obliges us todo it. His 
little “ acrostic” is filed for some little cotner in the Hive. 
Some of his lines, which we have printed i in I italics, are highly 
poetical. 

6 Crapus,” we greet with joy : but we do not relish hire tvom 
de guerre.” It does not seem classical. However, he is‘awatey 
that “there is much virtue in a name,” and this méy, fpt aight 
we know, contain a charm, that is potent with the muses. We 
are sure he is more pleased with the pith and brevity of w Laco+ 
nian than-with the diffuseness of an Athenian, of a later day. 
Still we hail 47m as a more than brother,,and a more than ordina- 
ry writer. He is one of a precious ¢rio. 

— Othello,” is again received, and will again appear. . 

: js 
ADVERTISEMENT. © Saee ee 

Tue subscriber having beéome ‘sole broprietor of «The 
Hive,” all subscriptions thereto, and all arrearages dve on 
account of the late *“* Monthly Magazine,” are 'to be paid to hink 
only. WILLIAM HAMILTON. 

—=at 3). 

Tue Hive will be issued once a week, and forwarded to sub- 
scribers at $2 fier ann. frayable, one half at the expiration of 
six months from the date of the first number, and the remainder 
at the end of the year. If these conditions be not complied with, 25 
cents will be added tothe sum. 
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